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most lovable modest man I've ever known, my dearest.
A woman wants to give. I tell you I'd love to do—anything—
for you. To give myself wholly. Can I ? "
He lost his last trace of coqucttishness.
" You know I've always said I loved you. Always. I
mean it."
" You love me ? "
A heavily charged silence ensued. She was speaking so
closely that he could feel the beating of her heart. There was
a glow in her eyes. He trembled. He wanted to kiss her.
But this was no place for kisses. Maybe someone was peeping
at them round an evening paper or out of a corner. You
could never be sure at Doober's. Never.
" I love you," he whispered.
" Love," she answered.
They were silent for an intense moment.
" You mean it ? "
" Strike me dead."
There was -another yet longer pause. Then she looked at
her wrist watch. " Time I was in bed," she said. " I*ve to be
at business at nine to-morrow, my dear. Back at the old
grind."
" Not for long," he said. " Not now."
And with that it seemed everything was said.
She stood up and smiled.
He stood up smiling back at her.
He went upstairs after her, not caring now who saw them.
For he'd got her. None of your " Starp it" kids this time.
This meant everything. Miss Blame in a distant corner
affected to be reading. Outside her room Evangeline stopped
short and shot a hasty glance upstairs and down. Not a soul
in sight and nobody listening. She took 'both his hands in hers
and held them for a moment, looking at him possessively.
Then she dropped them, and slowly, deliberately, drew his
head to hers and kissed him. It was a long thirsty kiss;
it was the kiss of a bright-minded young woman who had
given some thought to the matter, it wandered a little and then
closed down, and with it the last memory of Molly's kissing

